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could Hardly, even when The Antiquary was published,
have scrupled about recognizing a quaint caricature of
the founder of Abbotsford Museum, in the inimitable
portraiture of the Laird of Monkbarns. The Descriptive
Catalogue of that collection, which he began towards the
close of his life, but, alas, never finished^ is entitled
"Reliquiae Trottcosianse— or the Gabions of the late
Jonathan Oldbuck, Esq."
But laying this, which might have been little more
than a good-humored pleasantry, out of the question,
there is assuredly no one of all his works on which more
of his own early associations have left their image. Of
those early associations, as his full-grown tastes were all
the progeny, so his genius, in all its happiest efforts, was
the "Eecording Angel; " and when George Constable first
expounded his " Gabions " to the child that was to immor-
talize his name, they were either wandering hand in hand
over the field where the grass still grew rank upon the
grave of BalmawJiapple^ or sauntering on the beach
where the Mucklebackets of Prestonpans dried their nets,
singing, —
" Weel may the boatie row, and better may she speed,
0 weel may the boatie row that wins the bairns' bread " —
or telling wild stories about cliff-escapes and the funerals
of shipwrecked fishermen.
Considered by itself, without reference to these sources*
of personal interest, this novel seems to me to possess,
almost throughout, in common with its two predecessors,
a kind of simple unsought charm, which the subsequent
works of the series hardly reached, save in occasional
snatches: like them it is, in all its humbler and softer
scenes, the transcript of actual Scottish life, as observed
by the man himself. And I think it must also be al-
lowed that he has nowhere displayed his highest art, that
of skilful contrast, in greater perfection. Even the
tragic romance of Waverley does not set off its Mac-
wheebles and Callum Begs better than the oddities of

